But Michel, with magnificent coolness, interrupted
his father:
"Oh no, not so very long. I saw her less than a
month ago. ..."
Monsieur Varambaud looked up:
"In Paris?"
"No, at Saint-Loup."
"With the knowledge of Madame de Laignes ?"
"No, J. saw her one night."
Monsieur Varambaud started, pushed back his chair,
and gazed attentively at his son over his spectacles:
"One night?"
"Yes," said Michel. "Madame de Laignes does not
wish me to see Catherine during the day, so I went at
night."
"You must have been mad!" Monsieur Varamband
exclaimed. "What on earth possessed you ? You might
have been discovered, you might have been shot for
a burglar! Think how Catherine would have been
compromised! Besides, you might have been badly
hurt, or even killed. ..."
"I know all that, and I would much rather have
gone in broad daylight and rung the bell in the proper
way. But it's not my fault if I have to run such risks;
it's the fault of those who drive me to it."
At these words Monsieur Varambaud shrugged his
shoulders impatiently:
"You will at least agree that it was neither right
nor proper. Nobody does that sort of thing."
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